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Neil Young 


More live bootlegs from the 
vault that keeps on giving. 
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It's business as usual for the former Hanoi 
Rocks man, and business is feisty. 


ichael Monroe will be 60 years 
old this year. That detail might 
- bean ungracious way to begin 
an examination of his eleventh solo 
album, but it's worth noting. For unlike, 
say, Billy Idol, whose recent Roadside EP 
suggested that a pathway towards elder- 
statesman-of-rock erizzle might be 
opening up, Monroe shows no sign of 
getting old. Or indeed of aging at all. 
Michael Monroe has made his album 
again. The one he always makes. The one 
that's lost to the thrall of Thunders and the 
Dolls, Stiv and the Dead Boys, Mott and 
Alice. And, like the previous 10, you know 
precisely what it'll sound like before the 
first riff has finished buffering. Such 
albums, where expectation is tempered by 
experience, live and die on the strength of 
the songwriting. And on I Live Too Fast To 
Die Young Michael Monroe has made 
a very good Michael Monroe album. 
There's one curio on the record. Closing 
track Dearly Departed is stricken with grief, 
as Monroe sings of loss and despair over 
a bed of airy, echoing guitar that sounds 
like it might have been borrowed from 
one of Pink Floyd’s bleaker moments. 
It's genuinely harrowing. But elsewhere 
there’s a big bunch of shakin’ goin’ on. 
Opener Murder The Summer Of Love kicks 


78 CLASSICROCKMAGAZINE.COM 


Michael Monroe 


I Live Too Fast To Die Young suver unne 





things off with a riff as good as any Ron 
Asheton ever wrote, has a chorus that 
soars like an escaped weather balloon, 
and features Monroe singing ‘You wanna 
revolution, gotta get up off your ass, the counter- 
culture's fading fast’ with all the righteous 
vim of youth. 

Young Drunks & Old Alcoholics, All Fighter, 
Pagan Prayer and the title track — which 
features Guns N’ Roses man Slash on 
guitar — are similarly feisty, careering along 
at 100mph without regard for the health 
or safety of anyone involved, while the 
pace slows for the somewhat gothic 
Derelict Palace and the lovely piano ballad 
Antisocialite. Most heart-warming is 
Everybody's Nobody, which finds Monroe 
singing of Piccadilly Circus and Leicester 
Square like it's the winter of 1983 and 
we've all been turfed out of the Marquee, 
drunken brothers in arms, but don't worry 
because the St. Moritz club across the road 
is still open and mine's a rum and Coke. 

Until producer Rick Rubin straps 
Monroe to a rocking chair and records 
him singing wizened, life-weary versions 
of Malibu Beach and Tooting Bec Wreck, he'll 
continue to make albums like this. And 
boy, let's hope he does. 


Fraser Lewry 





Nova Twins 


Supernova MARSHAL 
London konaa duo 
crank up the noise. 

AE alg What Bob 
"X1 wlan are doing 
for punk music 
- updating, 

i ; politicising, 
merging with grime and 
electronica - London's Nova 
Twins have simultaneously 
been doing for future-rock. 
Around their 2020 debut album 
Who Are The Girls? the duo's 
hyper-charged clash of 
modernist metal, rap, industrial 
rock and snaking R&B drew 
comparisons to Enter Shikari 
and The Prodigy, and this 
second album brings the heft 
and enormity to make them 
serious contenders. 

Forthright of attitude on the 
BLM-inspired Cleopatra, the riot- 
for-recognition Antagonist and 
Fire & Ice (I wanna strut, | wanna 
scream, | wanna fuck, | wanna 
fight, | wanna bite’, bawls Amy 
Love), they now have the sonic 
goods to match, with unique 
twists. A Dark Place For 
Somewhere Beautiful echoes the 
atmospheric savagery of Wolf 
Alice, R&B metal shagging tune 
Puzzles comes on like Missy 
Elliot with a mohawk, and Sleep 
Paralysis considers the dark 
state of the world (‘Is this reality, 
living in a bad dream?) to 
a nightmare-carnival backing. 





Mark Beaumont 


Dirty Honey 

EP/LP pier 

Rock doesn't come more 
classic than this. 

It's taken 

a while, but 

at last Dirty 
Honey are 
heading for the 
UK and Europe. And the timing 
is ideal to mash their 2019 
debut EP into last year's rather 
short self-titled LP and bring 
everyone this side of the Atlantic 
up to date in one very enjoyable 
debut package. A handful of non- 
album singles are missing, which 
could easily have been added, 
but there you go. 

Sounding immediate and fresh 
yet making the very most of 
their classic rock influences 
- chief among these being 
Aerosmith and Led Zep - the 
band deliver the goods time and 
again on Rolling 7s, Down The 
Road, Tied Up, Gypsy and Another 
Last Time, guitarist John Notto 
swaggering like Perry and 
Whitford combined, and 
vocalist Marc LaBelle more than 





a few times drifting wonderfully 
into Robert Plant territory. 

Expect them to be everywhere 
by the end of the summer. 


Essi Berelian 
Kula Shaker 
Ist Congressional Church 
Of Eternal Love And 
Free Hugs STRANGE FOLK 
More than 25 years on, the 
band move from '67 to '68. 
m zw Even in 1996 

Y. = when K was the 





t4 British debut 
| album ever, 
Kula Shaker were already 
harking back to a mythical 
1960s of pot, patchouli and 
letting it all hang out. In their 
world, time was something that 
happens only to other people. 
And so here we are, more than 
a quarter of a century down the 
line, and the retro-heads are still 
stuck in an endless loop of the 
past where only the cost of 
powering a lava lamp might well 
jolt them into the present. 
A double album held together 
by a series of spoken-word 
pieces set in a leaking church, 
it largely falls flat in a way that 
The Coral's Coral Island doesn't. 
I'm Against It and 108 Ways To 
Leave Your Narcissist show that 
their touchstones remain an 
unholy amalgam of early Deep 
Purple and Small Faces, which is 
as surprising as Wednesday 
following Tuesday. 


Julian TORT. 
The Pineapple 
Thief 


Give It Back «score 


Old favourites get a new lease 


of life. 


Much loved by 
the prog 
community, The 
Pineapple Thief 
haven't gone 
hungry for glowing reviews over 
the years, thanks in no small 
part to the music collected on 
Give It Back. Perhaps inevitably, 
though, this is far from your 
standard greatest-hits 
compilation. It's a reinvention of 
songs from Little Man, All The 
Wars and Tightly Unwound, 
scrupulously chosen by 
drummer Gavin Harrison (also 
of King Crimson), who wasn't in 
the band when they were first 
released. He and frontman/TPT 
central force Bruce Soord then 
reworked and re-recorded the 
final track-list, adding a new 
depth and maturity, and 
sometimes even new lyrics, to 
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songs from the band's infancy. 

Their claim that they sound 
like entirely new songs is 
stretching it. But the title track, 
the first to be given an aural 
spruce-up, shows just how 
accomplished TPT were from 
the earliest days, its stern, Tool- 
like rhythm the rigid spine 
around which Soord's swirling 
guitar playing and downbeat 
vocals can stretch their 
explorative tendrils. 

This should provide hours of 
spot-the-difference fun for fans. 
"DEBES ENSE Nin 
Emma Johnston 


Tim Bowness 
Butterfly Mind wsipcov: 
No-Man vocalist's latest solo 
salvo does more than float. 
Tim Bowness is persistently 
prolific - this is his sixth solo 
album in eight years, aside 
from collaborations and the 
2019 No-Man reunion with 
Steven Wilson. While those 
releases have stayed in close 
contact with the sublime, 
Butterfly Mind feels like the work 
of a reinvigorated singer, probing 
- gently, as ever - for new 
angles, avant-garde shapes 
within his established musical 
templates. For every trademark 
languid ballad (Dark Nevada 
Dream) there's a surprisingly 
virile rock-adjacent knees-up 





(We Feel, Only A Fool). 'So 

sensitive - and hard as nails, he 

sighs, both ironic and not. 
Bowness's guest list is 


PL 


now reaching Elton-esque 
proportions, from lan Anderson 
and Elbow's Richard Jupp to Nick 
Beggs, Peter Hammill, Dave 
Formula and No-Manss violinist 
Ben Coleman (revisiting after 30 
years). It's a mark of how 
respected his gossamer use of 
light and space now is, yet, with 
lyrics alluding to ageing and our 
times, this stings like a bee. 
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Chris Roberts 


Kreator 
Hate Über Alles wucigAn aiast 
Euro-thrash icons defy the 
dese of time on 15th album. 
| Germany's 
Kreator were 
always the 
connoisseur's 
thrash band 
of choice: vicious and gimlet- 
eyed, they swerved the acne- 
cream-'n'-vodka-fuelled 
buffoonery of some of their 
American counterparts. 

Forty years into their career, 
that unrelenting approach has 
dimmed only slightly. Recorded 
at Berlin's fabled Hansa 
Tonstudio, the 11 tracks that 
make up Hate Über Alles are 
sharper than a cut-throat razor. 
The title track and Killer Of Jesus 
are relentless barrages of double 
kick drums and frontman Mille 
Petrozza's demon-dog bark, 
punctuated by rabble-rousing 
backing vocals and the 
occasional glimpse of melody. 
Even when they slow it down, 
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as on the crawling Crush The 
Tyrants, it still sounds like a knife 
fight waiting to happen. 

It's not all non-stop 
belligerence, though. Dying 
Planet's on-the-nose title 
suggests there's a conscience 
lying beneath the extreme 
aggression, even if it's wreathed 
in pessimism. But mostly this 
album is Kreator doing what 
they've done for decades, which 
is serving up viciousness like no 
one else. 

ETE EUIS EET 
Dave Everley 


The Sheepdogs 
Outta Sight warner 

Pedigree chums pedal-steel 
back into view. 

The Sheepdogs’ 
first full-length 
album since 
2018's 
Changing 
Colours sees the chooglin’ 
Canadian rockers doggedly 
determined to shake off the 
isolation blues. Forced to record 
without much studio frippery, 
the Currie brothers go to all- 
purpose mid-70s jams to keep 
spirits high while off the road. 
As such it's an undemanding 
record, formed from a wish to 
create a good-time vibe in 

a vacuum. / Wanna Know You 
leaps out with a stadium-friendly 
chorus, while So Far Gone 
shuffles in sideways like JJ Cale. 
We're guessing Scarborough 
Street Fight takes place in 


The Bad Dy: 


| ~ hugely i Impressive - 
= E^ b: Ji : 


Toronto, rather than a punch up 
over parsley and sage between 
Simon & Garfunkel. Now and 
again they Doobie perilously 
towards yacht-rock territory in 
their effort to recreate the 
harmonies of a golden era. 
More ruff with the smooth 
wouldn't go amiss, but overall 
the album provides a warm, 
welcome escape from modern 
woes. Which can only be a good 
thing at present. 
pc Ergo pos 
Claudia Elliott 
Evergrey 
A Heartless Portrait (The 
Orphean Testament) waraim 


Feel-sad prog metallers 
return. 


Evergrey have 
been at this 
game for more 
than 25 years 
now, so they 
must be doing something right 
to have reached studio album 
number 13. Unlucky for some, 
but for these rather morose 
Swedes it's pretty much 
business as usual, with 
mainman guitarist/vocalist 
Tom Englund leading from the 
front, his passionate and often 
soulful vocals perfectly 
complementing their trademark 
crunching prog metal. 

The group are no strangers to 





dealing in melancholia; Wildfires, 


Midwinter Calls, Ominous and 
The Orphean Testament are the 
pick of the bunch for emotional 


Matt Pearce 


& The Mutiny 


Soul Food Store 


MUTINEAR RECORDS 
Back in 2019, the Set 
£e Me Freesingle from 
i i Pearce's debut album 
ri got everywhere, and 
-there's plenty more 
here that could punch through, The 
Voodoo Six guitarist evokes Hendrix's 
space-outs on All The Gods, and 
commands an up-for-it | horn section in 
From Here To The Moon. 
ea ey eta i 
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Brave Rival 


Life's Machine SELF-RELEASED 


- With two distinct lead 
singers in Chloe 


REVIEWS 


anguish and soul searching 
here, while Reawakening and 
Blindfolded inject some brutal riff 
power into the gothic bleakness. 
At times it feels like misery 
overload, but Evergrey are 
masters of the genre. 
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Crobot 
Feel This wscor 
Fourth album from 
Pennsylvania hard rockers. 
'With smiles on 
our faces, we've 
got all the right 
grooves that hit 
"EN in all the right 
places, Crobot announce, with 
a cheery, boundless energy 
that's impossible to deny. 
There's nothing especially 
distinctive about these guys 
- they observe all the metal 
protocols, right down to the 
quiet, pastoral breathers (which, 
as on Without Wings, they do 
rather well). Mostly, though, as 
on Electrified and Dizzy, they deal 
in straight-up, fat-free riffery, 
big, chomping riffs, and hollering 
vocals that give the hairdryer 
treatment to life's vicissitudes. 
The centrepiece is Golden, their 
tribute to Chris Cornell, saluting 
his spirit as it soars free from his 
flesh and bones to the hereafter. 
Crobot are happy to operate in 





the slipstream of metal gods 
and earn their place there. 


David Stubbs 


By Henry Yates 


Simon McBride 


The Fighter EARMUSIC 


smo Bg! His recruitment into. 
„>æ Deep Purple should 
Pry shed more light on the 
Belfast guitarist's solo 
work, and The Fi ighter 
isa A album to come aboard. Blues is 
atone but not the entirety of a virtuoso 
raised on 80s shred: try the Toto-tooled 


THE FAMYJEE 


harmony cascade of Show Me How To 
Love, or Back To You, which rams 


together Van Halen, Yes and Bon Jovi 
without creati ing a monster. 
EN 


Mike Stevens 
Breathe In The World, 


Breathe Out Music sovy PLAN 


The Bad Day 
The Bad Day 


CRACKERIACK —— 


vsus The Canadian harp 
LE ace’s vocal-sounding 
technique is the life 
A — force behind these 
-« tracks. Grumbling Old 
Man Grumbling Old Womanis sprightlier 
than it sounds, but the pick is brilliant/ 
bizarre closer Put Down Your Phone, 
where the shuffle beat and harp flutter 


Josephine and Lindsey 
 Bonnick, Portsmouth's 
| Brave Rival use all 

their options on an impressive debut 
album. Guilty Love tugs between 
Fleetwood Mac and Tedeschi Trucks, 
Long Time Coming introduces a gospel 
choir, and the six-minute showstopping 


eerie gypsy-picked guitar evokes Love's 
Alone Again Or. But the best of Part One 
is the Gaslight Anthem-evoking Devils 
Lullaby, before Part Two flies out of the 
barrel with the superior Zepping of 
When The Cage Comes Down and Half 
Now Half Later's autumnal folk-shred. 

It's a hugely impressive work, showing 


love and freedom set against the over- 
arching concept c ofa broken society”, and 
underlines this Floydian conceit with the 
intro's ticking clock. 

But the whiff of dystopia evaporates 
as a burnished country-blues lick 
launches Wake Up Carolina, before 
a segue so tight you couldn't slip a Rizla 
between it sends us into Queen Of The how much juice can still be squeezed by title track is as icily evocative as walking are punctuated by a millennial's inner 
Dirty Minds R&B chop, harp blowing bands who think bigger. through your derelict childhood home. monologue ('/ need a longer selfie stick). 
hardbehindthem.Twominuteslate,an B Aidan hee BIER | 


Hi | ha a genre n exactly 
Ir |) noted for its blue-sky 
"E E thinking, you have to 
EE 4 applaud The Bad Day 
å -5 for pushing beyond - 

devil women E back-door men. The 

Londoners’ two-part, free-flowing — 
concept album tells "the tragic story of 
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Much delayed eleventh album from the 


progressive figureheads. 


bowed out in the most elegant way 

possible, with a sold-out headline 
show at London's Royal Albert Hall. When 
they left us, plenty of people were writing 
about an imagined dystopian future; as 
they return, we're living in it. So taking 
this thing of beauty and letting it unfurl 
over seven ambitious tracks is a moment 
of zen, a soothing balm we could all do 
with right now. 

They've been tinkering on these songs 
for a decade, while frontman Steven 
Wilson enjoyed success in his solo career 
and drummer Gavin Harrison got stuck in 
with his other band, King Crimson. And it 
shows. Without the pressure of deadlines, 
they've been able to give themselves the 
time to do it justice, and given the songs 
the space to stretch out, reveal their 
surprises, to develop at elacial pace. It 
means that the album works gorgeously 
as a shape-shifting whole, and each track 
holds its own as a standalone work of art 
—an essential quality in an era of streaming. 
Some of them stretch out well past the 
eight-minute mark, and every second of 
each earns its place, a vital component in 
the bigger picture. It's exactly the mark of 
attention to detail that you'd expect from 
these musicians. 

A funk bass line heralds PT's return on 


[ t's 12 years since Porcupine Tree 
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Porcupine Tree 


Closure/Continuation music rog nations 






opener Harridan, which makes way 
luxuriously for space-rock keyboards to 
lead us through a galaxy of imagination, 
heading ultimately to a sweetly mournful, 
vulnerable acoustic conclusion. The 
psychedelic swirl of Of The New Day gives 
way to the bleakly futuristic Rat's Return, 
a brutal take-down of tyrants and 
evildoers, bolstered by complicated time 
signatures (catnip to prog-heads), jerky 
riffs and queasy melodies. 

Dienity, meanwhile, is a tale of 
outsiderdom that acts as something of 
a hymn to Pink Floyd, the achingly pretty 
guitar playing at its heart building to 
a euphoric end. It's an eight-minutes-plus 
rock opera of exceptional beauty, and it 
wouldn't come as a huge surprise if 
a particularly talented fan was to adapt it 
for the stage at some point. 

Who knows whether this is a sign of 
more new albums to come. The band 
themselves almost certainly haven't 
worked that out yet. But as a return, and as 
a work in its own right, Closure/Continuation 
is an elegant and accomplished treasure 
from experts in their field. Which is 
exactly what the Porcupine Tree fans have 
been holding out hope for during all these 
years, and then some. 

TE id n Gnd El US Sd d 
Emma Johnston 


Jack White 

Fear Of The Dawn run man 
Guitar-heavy first instalment 
of two-album yin-yang twofer. 
After delivering 
a wildly diverse, 
unpredictable 
clutch of songs 
= on 2018's 
Boarding House Reach, Jack 
White has given us more 
advance warning of what to 
expect from the two long- 
playing releases he's putting 
out this year. And while he has 
indicated that this summer's 
album Entering Heaven Alive will 
be a more organic, folky affair, 
on Fear Of The Dawn his foot 
spends plenty of time flat on the 
fuzz pedal. 

It pays dividends on the 
pounding, electronically treated 
Sabbath sludge of the title track, 
the quick-quick-slow assault of 
That Was Then, This ls Now and 
the furious, Jon Spencer-style 
turbo-twang of What's The 
Trick?. He tears into his 
fretboard with agreeable 
abandon at regular intervals, but 
even as he brings the noise to 
large swathes of this record he 
still veers mischievously off the 
beaten generic path: Hi-De-Ho's 
pitch-shifted rap-rock resembles 
one of Prince's more barking 
genre experiments, and Into The 
Twilight is punctuated with 
gibbering spoken-word samples 
and barber-shop quartet 
snatches. The boy can't help it. 
181 E I UB. (890 T E 
Johnny Sharp 





Cave In 
Heavy Pendulum «dias 
Massachusetts heavyweights 
return with first full album in 
1l years. 
After bassist Caleb Scofield died 
in a car crash in 2018, to support 
his family a stunned Cave In 
issued reworked demos begun 
with him as their sixth studio 
album Final Transmission, 
perhaps expecting it to be just 
that. Now, with the long-time 
friend Nate Newton on board, 
they revisit the same spirit they 
began with Scofield in 1998 - 
stomping around that noisy 
landscape connecting grunge to 
metalcore. Producing them is 
Nate's Converge bandmate Kurt 
Balou, who worked on Cave In's 
98 debut - a circle completed. 
And so, across 70 minutes, 
the band return in their heavier 
style, with opening pair New 
Reality and Blood Spiller 
delivering brutal riffs of which 
Slayer might be proud, and, in 
Careless Offering, a no-nonsense 
boogie that Tony lommi would 





probably admire. Just as 
impactful are slower-paced 
numbers such as the menacing 
swing of the title-track and 
Nightmare Eyes, or the epic 
12-minute closer Wavering Angel, 
which builds ferociously from 
deceptively gentle beginnings. 

E EE US EI E UD E 

Neil Jeffries 


Lit 
Tastes Like Gold rouno ui 
California countrification 
on hold. 
[ ^ If Lit had visions 
| of riding into 
| the sunset as 

grizzled 
= cowpunks, 
they've had to press the pause 
button. It seems that their 
audience (now at the second/ 
third wife, third/fourth child 
stage - a bit like the band 
themselves) were not ready for 
the Nashville nod attached to 
2017's These Are The Days. They 
wanted more of the drunken 
laments that the Orange County 
punks had copyrighted back in 
the post-grunge daze, preferably 
with more Boris Johnson-style 
insincere regret. 

So it's back to the "that was 
a helluva party" antics of Yeah 
Yeah Yeah and the allegedly 
autobiographical Kicked Off The 
Plane where, despite singing 
about ‘the walk of shame’, it's 
hard to know how much of the 
regret is real. But they're still 
intrigued by that fourth chord, 
so they've tacked on a cover of 
The Cars' Let's Go at the end to 
see if they can slip that through. 
E BE 
Hugh Fielder 


Dorothy 


Gifts From The Holy Ghost 





Near-death experiences and 
personal adversity influence 
the gothic metaphors of rock's 
own Morticia Addams. 
Starting strong, 
Beautiful Life 
and Rest In 
Peace are 
powerful 
watersheds. The former through 
its soaring, anthemic chorus, 
while the latter is a darker 
personification of addiction, yet 
remains ambiguous enough to 
be the world's most cathartic 
send-off to a hellish ex (No one's 
laying roses on your bones’). 
Hurricane is a full-frontal attack 
on relationship anxiety, while 
Close To Me Always clutches at 
the smoke of lost love. Trevor 
Lukather proves that the apple 
doesn't fall far from the tree, 


matching his dad's prowess in 
collaboration with Bon Jovi's Phil 
X on such riffs as Top Of The 
World and Touched By Fire. 

The autonomy over struggle 
and success characterises Black 
Sheep and ultimately concludes 
the album, while Gifts celebrates 
powerful introspection in 
contrast to Rockisdead (2016). 
Dorothy's place in the echelons 
of rock is secured with an ode 
to resilience, rooted in the 
deepest strength and book- 
ended by triumph. 

T iE) ED S BD TER BS DI d 
Phe Five 


Giuda 

Live At The Punk Rock 
Raduno WILD HONE ¥eSTRIPED 
Blitz da sala da ballo. 

p The world's 
leading - and 
possibly only - 
* proponents of 
— Bovver Rock, 
Italy's Giuda (think Sweet meet 
Slaughter And The Dogs) are 
so niche that their UK fan base 
remains limited to Joe Elliott 
and his cousin Trevor. But if 
you're a fully paid-up member 
of the Racey fan club - in other 
words, if you know your cipolle 
- Giuda are masters of their 
approach. This is glitter from 
the gutter, delivered with 
distinction: the unmistakable 
twang of Derek Longmuir's 
braces accompanied by 
unrelenting Doc Marten 
stomps to the cranium. 


La 





Lonerider 
Sundown (50426 Music 


How many CR readers 

dreamed of being in 

Bad Company? It's 

an honour Lonerider 
could tell us all about, but for Steve 
Overland (FM), guitarist Steve Morris 
(Heartland, Shadowman) and Thunder 
bassist Chris Childs, being a part of 


| ROUND- UP: MELODIC 


drummer Simon Kirke 


This live album is an absolute 
riot and brings the band's punk- 
rock tendencies to the fore - 
less Showaddywaddy, more 
Sham 69 (or Sham LXIX, as 
they say in Rome). The best bit 
is the rollicking mid-set medley 
- Get It Over/Space Walk/ 
Watch Your Step - full of 
Chicory Tip keyboards and 
Glitter Band chants, and 
powered by Mick Tucker-style 
percussive palpitations. 

AD piper 


Geoff Barton 


Rammstein 
Zeit UNIVERSAL MUSIC 
Rammstein-a-lam-a-ding dong. 
Rammstein understand one 
thing better than anyone else: 
that at the top end of the 
rock'n'roll game, when you're 
packing stadiums and 
exploding more pyro than is 
safe or sensible, what you're 
doing has more in common 
with The Blue Man Group or 
Cirque du Soleil than it does 
Chuck Berry and youthful 
rebellion. It's about the show, 
and hitting your mark, and 
precision-tooled choreography. 
Latest album Zeit walks the 
usual tightrope between sombre 
intellectual reflection and puerile 
fantasy. Opener Armee Der 
Tristen cites Bertolt Brecht, the 
grinding Dicke Titten translates 
as ‘Big Tits’. It's an album of 
brilliant moments - the 
unexpected autotune on Ltigen, 
the clanking T.Rex rhythm that 








powers Adieu, the snatch of 
melody from Marlene Dietrich's 
Muss | Denn embellishing Dicke 
Titten - but, perhaps more than 
any other Rammstein album, it 
feels like a collection of songs 
deliberately built to soundtrack 
a future series of spectacular live 
set-pieces. 

| i E d und Dj 
Fraser Lewry 


Graham Nash 


Live proper 





Singer-songwriter's first two 
solo albums live. 

tagean “age bre While the tool 
of many 
singers’ trade 
gets rusty or 
wears out after 
decades of use, the distinctive 
upper-register voice that lit up 
60s UK hits alongside Allan 
Clarke in The Hollies, and later 
brought sun-drenched 
harmonies to Crosby, Stills & 
Nash and CSNY, is, remarkably, 
still intact in the now 80-year- 
old and long-time solo singer- 
songwriter Graham Nash. 

Also remarkable is the 
intimacy and warmth generated 
by the performances captured 
here of Nash and his band 
playing his 70s solo albums 
Songs For Beginners and Wild 
Tales in their entirety in 2019: 
songs often with a political 
message or addressing social 
injustice, but which don't preach 
or hector. Still with a discernible 
Lancashire twang, even after 
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Lonerider is a chance to indulge childhood 
dreams. When Overland croons 'Here 

I stand in this fantasy land/Every dream 
comes true, it's clear that were in 
"Tonight, Matthew...’ territory. 

.. Three years in the making due to 
lockdown, Sundown is the second album 
from Lonerider and - surprise, surprise - 
it picks up where their debut, Attitude, 
left off. Morris plays guitar from the hip, 
and also adds keyboards, with Childs 
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_Lonerider: it's: 
a matter of pride. 


= 


slotting in alongside Kirke's deceptively 
laconic back beat. Overland, who 
throughout his career has been likened 
to Paul Rodgers, is among just a handful 
of lead singers capable of delivering 
these dozen songs with levels of passion, 
technique and staying power to rival 
those employed by The Master. Lonerider 
is no mere throwaway side-project; it's 

a matter of pride. 
LUE M 


decades of living in the US, 
Nash's voice sails effortlessly 
over a set of wonderful songs, 
with Military Madness, | Used To 
Be A King and There's Only One 
standouts in an overall very 
classy and engaging collection 
from a singer perhaps largely 
unsung as a songwriter. 

iic br i pe 

Paul Henderson 


Prowler 
Reactivate CHERRY RED 
NWOBHM footnotes finally 
achieve the full package. 
? The New Wave 
| Of British 
Heavy Metal 
spawned plenty 
of global 
superstars and hugely 
influential, if commercially 
underachieving, figures. Prowler 
didn't come close on either 
front, not least because the 
Essex quartet didn't get to 
release a full album in their 
original '75-'82 lifespan. Forty 
years on, Cherry Red Records 
have attempted to rectify that. 
Prowler aren't pushing the 
envelope. High-octane opener 
Gotta Get Back To You sounds 
like a close cousin of Maiden's 
Running Free, and elsewhere 
their reliance on tightly wound 
riffs has a strong Saxon vibe 
about it as twin guitars lace 
Prisoner's breathless assault. 
Although the late, legendary 
Chris Tsangarides produced the 
original 1980 tracks, the low 














Forget-Me-Not 
Forget-Me-Not;o;5/ —— 
keyboards and lighter- 


E P? 
MEINEN wavinganthems 
PEOL straight out of the 
80s, Forget-Me-Not 

isa project built around former Iconic 
Eye singer Jane Gould. With material 
co-written and produced by Steve 
Newman (who also contributes as 
a player), this debut knows its target 
audience, and it should satisfy them 
with ease. 


Meee ree 
Shameless 


Full of pulsating 


So Good, You Should... 


(PRIDE & JOY M USIC) 


Game (Album nun number eight 
—u 1 from this hard-rocking 
I = gam combo is a covers 
s. set that includes two 
—— new original songs, 
including the super-hummable title track. 
Tuff frontman Stevie Rachelle, former Kiss 
guitarist Bruce Kulick and Tracii Guns are 
among the guests. This'll make you want 
to wind down the window on the. 
motorway and sing along loudly. 
ee | | 
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REVIEWS 


budget is reflected in a low- 
fidelity finish. Yet none of that 
detracts from the sinewy hard 
rock punch these songs pack, 
and more recent re-recordings, 
included here retain much of the 
Teva vim. 


dim “Sharp 


James LaBrie 
Beautiful Shade Of Grey 


INSIDE OUT 





Just the one shade. 

He doesn't exactly dominate 

the credits on Dream Theater 
albums, but singer James LaBrie 
has no problem finding enough 

material for his own career. 

On this, his fourth solo album 
(sixth if you include the two 
albums he recorded as 
Mullmuzzler), he delves into 
the complexities of human 
relationships, which can be 
hard to do without getting 
judgemental but he manages 
to avoid that... mostly. He also 
steers clear of the other 49 
shades of grey. 

His band - guitarist Marco 
Sfogli, bassist/acoustic guitarist 
Paul Logue and keyboard player 
Christian Pulkkinen from British 
melodic metallers Eden's Curse 
- occasionally veer towards the 
portentous, but are better when 
they play with a lighter touch, 
which works particularly well 
on the cover of Led Zeppelin's 
Ramble On. 


mm mm m H um m um 


Hugh Fielder 


By Dave Ling 
The Big Deal 


First Bite FRONTIERS 


! Fronted by two 

7 "^5 ~ Outstanding female 
EE singers -Ana Nikolic 
= at ^ and Nevena Brankovic 

> = «Serbian outfit the 
Big Deal us a style of melodic hard rock 
that at times crosses over into heavy 
metal, complete with ripping guitar - 
solos. A modestly enjoyable debut, First 


Bite starts out rather optimistically but 


descends gradually into a bit of a one- 
dimensional rut. 


Rotten Romance FonTeRs 


Three albums into their 

career, Latvian four- 

piece Bloody Heels 

have added what they 

term "touches of prog, 
gothic metal and more modern rock” to 
an established formula of 80s-inspired 
rocking sounds. The guitars are certainly 
denser and harder hitting than before, and 
Vicky White employs a grittier edge to his 
voice that complements the material's 
increased darkness. 
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Xavier Amin Dphrepaulezz's fifth album as 
Fantastic Negrito, and surely his finest. 


Virginia, Elizabeth Gallimore, an 

indentured white Scottish servant, fell 
in love with a black slave whose name has 
been lost in the mists of time. All these 
years later, their great-great-great-great- 
great-great-ereat-erandson, Xavier Amin 
Dphrepaulezz, aka Fantastic Negrito, has 
discovered he is 27 per cent white and has 
written an album based on their tale. 

There's darkness to spare. There's 
casually dispensed pain; legal proceedings 
(fuelled by Joe Meek-style keyboards, the 
gritty Nibbadip goes into the court case 
for “unlawfully cohabiting with a negro 
slave" in funky fashion), and overt racism 
on the interlude You Don't Belong Here. But 
there's redemption too, when the couple's 
children are freed. 

The previous three Fantastic Negrito 
albums won Best Contemporary Blues 
Grammy. This one won't, since, without 
spurning what made him so vital in the 
first place, Dphrepaulezz is painting from 
a richer, more varied palette where his 
gravel-encrusted vocals — part Corey 
Glover, part Johnny Cash - glide over the 
Frank Zappa-esque swirl of In My Head or 
the percussive throb that propels Register 
Of Free Negroes. As a story it's inspiring, 
and only a fool would fail to notice a rum 
selection of contemporary parallels. 

Encompassing American and African 


[ t's quite a story. Back in 1759, in 
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White Jesus Black Problems stortfront 
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WHITE JESUS 
BLACK PROBLEMS 





blues, gospel, rock (Man With No Name is 

a conscious, surprisingly successful 
attempt to merge James Brown with Black 
Sabbath), stentorian keyboards, country 
(You Better Have A Gun) and soul, White 
Jesus Black Problems is a wide-ranging 
sprawl of sound. 

On a purely musical level, it’s all over 
the place in the best possible sense, from 
the opening clatter of Venomous Dogma, 
which twists and turns like Prince 
covering Muse, to the closing Virginia Soil 
with its ‘freedom will come’ mantra. They Go 
Low, the possible standout, begins with 
cascading piano, before banks of massed 
vocals kick in on the way to an irresistibly 
catchy chorus, while the unfortunately 
titled (to those who remember Frank 
Spencer), but super-tight Oh Betty is 
built around an distinctly Doorsian 
keyboards squall. 

So, yes, with Chili Peppers-style guitars 
popping up as frequently as finger-clicking 
harmonies, White Jesus Black Problems is 
indeed a mess. So what? Even without the 
back story, it works as a testament to one 
man’s musical vision. And on this 
showing, Dphrepaulezz is on the cusp of 
establishing himself as a major player. He 
may sound like almost everything, but 
there’s nothing quite like him. 
fg mi ici EX D m EE] E 
John Aizlewood 





Drive- 
rede 


Welcome 2 Club XIII aro 
Road adventures in the rear- 
view mirror. 





Drive-By 
Al! na, Truckers 

LT documented 
D J the Trump 
EMITTE years across 
three fearsome records, 
channelling the rage and 
paranoia as it escalated. Their 
conflicted feelings about the 
American South are well- 
documented, and that slouching, 
smart rock has been an insighttul 
guide to the times. 

Yet it's also understandable 
that they might take a breather 
for this, their fourteenth album. 
For much of it they elect to look 
backwards, to formative times 
in their music story. The album 
title remembers a cherished 
dive bar in Muscle Shoals, and 
the track in question revives 
the fall-about grace of The 
Replacements. Patterson Hood 
and Mike Cooley previously 
looked for adventure in their first 
band, Adam's House Cat. They 
mock their own mythology in 
song, but the fun won't be 
denied. Likewise opening track 
The Driver is a seven-minute 
sprawl in 'a van full of stink’, 
clocking up experience. The 
nostalgia is interrupted by 
mention of the Ku Klux Klan and 
there's an aside about QAnon. 

The past has a deal of comfort, 
but Drive-By Truckers know that 
the road ahead is still perilous. 
perpe ous 
Stuart Bailie 


Leader Of Down 


ropnaT 1 
CLLEUPALRA 


Powerhouse heavy rockers are 


back for round two. 
je we The last band of 


ex-Motörhead 
guitarist 

- Wirzel (as the 
*3 band like to 
remind us), Leader Of Down do 
a sterling job of following up 
their 2018 debut Cascade Into 
Chaos, across 10 tight and 
concise tracks. While Cascade 
played heavily on its guest 
appearances, The Screwtape 
Letters has almost none - except 
ex-Iron Maiden guitarist Dennis 
Stratton contributing to Hitman 
- although it makes not a jot of 
difference to the delivery, which 
positively crackles with energy. 
From the point opener Cat's Eye 
Night fires up, to the closing 
sprint of Midnight In London, 
they barely slow down to catch 
a breath, rattling relentlessly 





through heavy hitters like Here's 
Johnny and Dodging The 
Landlord with utter conviction. 
No-frills straight-up belters, 
one after another. 
Riana 

Essi Berelian 


Psychedelic Porn 
Cen ots l 


Night Gnomes wuar REALTY? 


Aussie psych-rockers put on 
a spread of seamy, acid-laced 
treats. 


ia Not, as you 

(eee might think 

IE 9 initially, an 
M rw average night 
MUS out with Keith 


Vaz, Psychedelic Porn Crumpets 
are the rising foot soldiers of 
Australia's Perthadelia scene 
that has given us Tame Impala 
and Pond. 

Their fifth album since 2016 
(frontman Jack McEwan is no 
acid-fried slacker) aligns them 
closer to the boundless side- 
project diaspora of Frisco's 
Osees, though, with its intense 
bursts of ragged psych-garage 
as busy as the Bosch-style cover 
art and surrealist lyrics drifting 
from the blast zone: 'No one 
wants to pick up your marbles, 
goes the raging Acid Dent, 'Be 
more like Robin Hood'. 

Intended as a summation of 
the Crumpets' entire catalogue 
thus far, the album encompasses 
driving, brimstone blues rock 
(Lava Lamp Pisco), corroded folk- 
pop (Bubblegum Infinity) and 
pastoral Syd Barrett frolics (the 
title track), with the occasional 
dip into Beatledelic melody and 
free-form psych akin to Tame 
Impala going jazz. Amid the 
rubble there are moving 
moments too; Dread & Butter 
looks back at childhood and 
forward to death from the grand 
orchestral limbo of life. 

Tasty, raunchy and mind- 
expanding stuff. 
poppe ogg 
Mark Beaumont 


C'mon You Know / Down 
By The River Thames 


WARNERS 








Studio and live confections 
from enduringly Marmite 
Mancunian. 

To the fury of the self-appointed 
intelligentsia, Liam Gallagher 
(the most irretrievably Oasis of 
all former Oasis members) 
continues his unstoppable rise 
to mainstream ubiquity. Having 
casually, and apparently 
effortlessly, identified and then 
serially supplied the exact strain 
of post-Lennon terrace-friendly, 


air-punching, tears-in-the-beers 
anthems required to set the 
prevailing zeitgeist's populist 
pop-rock pulse racing, he 
continues to make hay while the 
sun shee-ines. Of course, this 
used to be his elder brother's 
alchemical area of expertise. 
But now? Not so much. 

It's already set to be Liam's 
year - two sold-out Knebworths 
attest to that. So what better 
time to deliver not only C'mon 
You Know (8/10), a caricature 
third album accentuating every 
last sneer-propelled, Revolver- 
informed ingredient that his 
Oasis-weaned fan base expect, 
but also Down By The River 
Thames's heroic record of his 
audacious live show (7/10), an 
unashamedly crowd-pleasing 
spectacle comprising a wall of 
solo hits (Once, Shockwave) 
alongside a full complement 
of Oasis-era bangers (Hello, 
Champagne Supernova), in 
dream set-list terms the Britpop 
equivalent of today's Robert 
Plant simultaneously 
Shapeshifting, Krauss-ing, 
releasing a dove during Stairway 
To Heaven and mercilessly hip- 
thrusting a titanic Zep-alike 
clone of Immigrant Song. 

C'mon You Know itself is a bit 
of a cracker, finding a ‘repentant’ 
Liam (I admit that | was angry for 
too long' - choir-enhanced 
opener More Power) gleefully 
infuriating his usual detractors 
(with Diamonds In The Dark's 
‘Now | know how many holes it 
takes to...' hook), delivering 
catnip ballads (Too Good For 
Giving Up), hitting all the right 
LG buttons (Don't Go Halfway) 
and occasionally kicking hand- 
me-down Stonesy arse 
(Everything's Electric). 

Liam Gallagher is 50 this year. 
Imagine that. 
lan Fortnam 


GWAR 


The New Dark Ages r 
Mutant metal concept antics 


a go-go. 


Proof that you 
fe) can't keep 

ea abunch of 
psychopathic 
interplanetary 
warriors down, Gwar have 
weathered the loss of founder 
Dave 'Oderus Ungerus' Brockie, 
and simply carried on being the 
world's most gleefully 
obnoxious metal band. 

The New Dark Ages is the 
Virginian space-mutants' 
fifteenth album, and second 
without Brockie, and it's one of 
their best. Admittedly there is 
not much to dislike about 





a concept album based on the 
notion that Gwar have been 
"sucked off into an alternative 
universe to do battle with their 
evil twins and the spectre of 
rogue technology". But even 
ignoring the deranged conceit, 
there are some great songs 
here. In particular, Completely 
Fucked is a delirious hard-rock 
singalong, Berserker Mode is 
mutant punk-thrash par 
excellence, and Rise Again is 

a theatrical power ballad 
worthy of spooky forebear 
Alice Cooper. 

Gwar's live show remains the 
main attraction, but this album 
is an excellent warm-up. 
BREE 
Dom Lawson 


Steve Earle 
& The Dukes 


Jerry Jeff new west 
Songwriter and survivor pays 
dues to a departed outlaw. 

| Sea Steve Earle 

PNAS 7 has gifted us 

UM à Pim a series of 

b 9h LI tribute albums, 
€ hailing Townes 
Van Zandt, Guy Clarke and, 
tragically, his late son Justin 
Townes Earle. His idea of 
a homage is true to the original 
artist but also ragged in that 
singular, Steve manner. 

Jerry Jeff Walker (1942-2020) 
was a New York troubadour 
who worked the Greenwich 
Village scene before installing 
himself in Austin, Texas. He 
recorded his best-travelled song, 
Mr. Bojangles, in 1968; Nina 
Simone, Sammy Davis Jr and 
others have accented the 
emotions of the song. Steve 
Earle's message is that the Jerry 
Jeff songbook amounts to more 
than this. So he delves into 
lesser-known parts, like Wheel, 
a 1973 song about tragic, rural 
cycles, and he sings Old Road, 
as a sparse holler, akin to the 
original. Other songs celebrate 
the 'gonzo country' aims of 
Jerry Jeff, but Mr Bojangles and 
his worn-out shoes is still best 
in show. 

s Eso pu 
Stuart Bailie 


Christian Death | 
Evil Becomes Rule 
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Still dead after all these years. 
It may or may not shock you to 
find out that this is the 
seventeenth Christian Death 
album. | had to take a breath. 
Long gone is the creepy-crawly 
LA death-rock sound the band 
developed in the early 80s 
under the shaky stewardship of 





reedy voiced original frontman 
Rozz Williams (RIP), replaced 
here by the stately, chamber- 
room moan of long-running 
main man Valor Kand and 

a thicker, meatier sound that 
slips further into metal territory 
as the decades fly by. 

Evil Becomes Rule is a strident, 
gloomy and surprisingly catchy 
collection of dungeon rockers 
that bring to mind early Sisters 
Of Mercy as interpreted by 
corpse-paint-smeared Vikings. 
Rise And Shine is a particularly 
grandiose display, a steely goth 
anthem sprinkled liberally with 
exotic instrumentation. Blood 
Moon has that classic elastic 
goth-rock bass line rumble, and 
New Messiah is a seductive neo- 
industrial swooner. 

Overall Evil Becomes Rule is 
a fairly seductive experience. 
Every listen reveals new, ever- 
darker secrets. 
iib pe es ps Es 
Sleazegrinder 


Motionless 
In White 
Scoring The End Of 
The World groaprunner 
Heavy metal show tunes from 
metalcore's head drama 
queens. 

TORTE The first rule of 

= rock stardom 

comes straight 
from the gospel 
j of Adam Ant: 
ridicule is nothing to be scared 
of. In fact, a willingness to 
embrace the ridiculous and the 
theatrical is exactly what gives 
many lead singers the edge on 
their rivals. Metalcore outfit 
Motionless In White, and 
particularly frontman Chris 
'Motionless' Cerulli, are well 
aware of this. Which is why 
their new album has songs 
about werewolves and lyrics 
such as 'You can't spell out 'virus' 
without 'us" without the slightest 
hint of shame. 

The drama kicks in from the 
off with Meltdown, a barrage of 
nosebleed blast-beats shot 
through with electro-metal and 
even hints of hip-hop. A clear 
influence of captain spook/ 
social pariah Marilyn Manson 
is writ large on We Become The 
Night and Red, White & Boom, the 
latter featuring guest vocals from 
Beartooth's Caleb Schomo, while 
ataste for show tune-tinged emo 
slots them right in alongside My 
Chemical Romance. 

You can never go too far over 
the top in the pop game, and 
this is a riot of a ride. 

E E d END EN Ed 
Emma Johnston 
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Í BEST OF THE REST 


Other new releases out this month. 


Joan Jett & The Blackhearts 


Changeup BLACKHEART 


There's much for longtime fans of La Jett to get their teeth into on 
this, the ex-Runaway's first non-compilation release in nine years, 
but there's no new material, just 25 raw acoustic takes on her 
greatest ‘hits’. 7/10 


Primus 
Conspiranoid EP aro 


Released in tandem with Primus touring their own take on Rush's 
A Farewell To Kings, Conspiranoid (centred on an epic title cut 
showcasing Les Claypool's over-and-above bass dexterity) is 70s 
technoflash incarnate. 6/10 


Blinders 
Electric Kool Aid Part II EP secr-receasep 


This four-track companion to EKA Pt! provides a perfectly 
complementary second side to what is effectively an enormously 
satisfying third album from the rapidly maturing, brink-dwelling, 
reverb-toting Doncastrian alt.rockers. 8/10 


Delbert McLinton 


Outdated Emotions HOT HOT/THIRTY TIGERS 


Packed with love, respect and priceless experience, the 81-year old 
Lubbock, Texas blues-rock legend takes on the songs he grew up with 
(Stagger Lee, One Scotch, One Bourbon, One Beer, Long Tall Sally) in 
significant style. 7/10 


Snuff 


Crepuscolo Dorato... 584/10 PAST 12 


Yes, they're still at it. Well, Duncan Redmonds is. The drummer/ 
vocalist is now leading the punk institution away from their Shake 
'N' Vac ad beginnings to likeably thrashed hymns to Fish And Chips 
and Lemon Curd. 6/10 


Baby Strange 

World Below icons CREATING EVIL ART 

Glasgow trio Baby Strange, featuring the dark, engaging tones of 
guitar/vocalist Johnny Madden, channel the nagging ingenuity of 
classic post-punk(pop) to sparkling effect. XTC/Devo/Police/Kaiser 
Chiefs: they're all in here somewhere... but also not. 8/10 


The Lickerish Quartet 


Threesome Vol.3 Nx 


A third instalment of finely tooled power-pop classicism from a trio of 
ex-Jellyfish alumni that are no less essential than their predecessors. 
Crafted in the Beatles/1Occ/Cheap Trick tradition that sounds 
irresistible yet, bafflingly, isn't. 8/10 





Follow Your Heart THIRTY TIGERS 


Former Beatnigs/Disposable Heroes' genre-blending activist Franti's 
twelfth album with Spearhead casually re-frames rock, pop and hip- 
hop tropes in a seamless alchemical compendium of ear worms, 
resilience and unifying positivity. 8/10 


The Heavy North 


Electric Soul Machine s5ELF-RELEASED 


With more than a little Mk Il Purple in their make-up, the Heavy 
North freshen the early-/Os rock template with a soulful vocal 
recalling Corey Glover and (on The Genie) a genius trumpet break. 
Yes, an actual trumpet. 8/10 


Sun's Signature 

Sun's Signature PARTISAN 

Voice! In an era of diva, it's easy to undervalue ex-Cocteau Twin 
Elizabeth's Fraser's extraordinary vocal. Here, across five lush 
complementary tracks alongside Damon Reece, it's only ever 
incomparable. Light, airy, clear, strong, astonishing. 8/10 


Diesel Park West 

Not Quite The American Dream Happiness 

Back in startling form, Leicester's formerly hotly tipped, Food Records- 
signed, West Coast psych-informed nearly men have successfully, and 
triumphantly, located their inner Arthur-era Kinks to deliver something 
of a cracker. 8/10 
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